THE    MEMOIRS    OF
you that if Foxley had been alone with me5 unarmed as I
was, or if I'd once been able to lay hold of a loaded musket,
he would have known what Ralph Rashleigh dared to do.
And as for you, if it weren't that you are sick and weak, Fd
beat your brains out on that wall to repay you for some of
what you've done to me, you blackguard/
McCoy was on his feet in an instant, and flung off his
jacket,
'Come on, you crawling louse, I'll soon show you how
weak I am!'
Recollections of the dastardly treatment he had received
from McCoy suddenly maddened Rashleigh, and though
he knew nothing of the art of boxing., at which McCoy was
expert, he rushed at the bushranger. At first it looked as
though he would be knocked out despite his superior
strength, but, managing to beat down the other's guard, he
seized his head by the ears, pushed him backwards to the
wall, against which he pounded the bushranger's skulL
McCoy howled for mercy, bringing the turnkey into the cell
to see what was wrong. Neither man answered his question,
and the jailer then inquired which of them was named
McCoy*
'You, is it?' he said with a smirk to the bushranger.
"What would you stand to have one of the lasses that were
outside to spend the night with you?'
McCoy offered to pay the man a pound, which seemed to
satisfy him, and he withdrew. As soon as it was quite dark
the cell door opened, and the young woman who had always
favoured McCoy came in with a basket on her arm, the
screwsman following with a quantity of bedding.
'There's your sister, young fellow,' he said, dropping the
bedding, 'and here's all the bedding stuff I can muster for
the three of you, so you must do the best you can/
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